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One-Shot 


Author's Notes: 

This is the opener to a series of fanfics that | will be writing based on this fic. Yes, there are a lot of plot 
holes, but the next few fics coming up will fill in a lot of this info. When | originally wrote it, it was meant to 
be a complete stand-alone, and it still is, but obviously, this story gets deeper. | hope you enjoy it! For me, it's 


been a while! 


Tom Keifer laid on his bed crying for days. He had been incredibly upset after his tour, particularly with the 
band WASP. He felt like a miniscule person now, compared to the man who now haunts his dreams- and has 
been haunting him for the past week now- towering above him somehow, regardless of how tall he was 
himself. 


He couldn't stop remembering how he was pressed against the concrete wall by the dressing rooms, that 
man's hot breath in his face threatening him to do a better job. No, he wasn't advising him, it was a threat, 
and Tom knew it. Tom was intimidated by him enough to swallow his pride and agree- "Yeah, I got if. We won't 


suck next time." 


It was a private affair between him and Blackie Lawless, with how Blackie could be seen from behind the 
curtain watching Tom rock the crowd onstage, howling and spitting out guitar riffs like the pro he- wanted to 
be at least. It was after the last performance that Blackie showed Tom another side of himself that he never 
thought he had. He was sensual, enticing, and had an almost romantic display of affection, yet deadly if Tom 
had refused. Blackie seemed to spend more of his time berating Tom, others, and the band, but this was far 


different. 


Now Tom laid in his bed regretting his choices and tearing apart his feelings for the taller, stronger man. Tom 
ached to hear from him again, and it's been a week since he last saw him or heard from him, and he ached 
for his touch again. He ached to be laid out beneath him again, baring himself completely to him, finally 


performing well enough for Blackie to desire every inch of him. 


Tom knew Blackie didn't feel the same, and he knew he was played like any other note he ever wrote down. Tom 
cried harder into his pillow and wished he could stop imagining the familiar scent of Blackie's hair, warm and 
sweaty, still fresh and silky after a long performance. He wished he could kiss him one more time, and press 
his warm body against his. Tom wished Blackie was there to peel the jeans away from his skin just one more 
time. 


Tom was afraid of Blackie throughout the entire tour, Blackie always kept himself at a pretty far distance, 
never talking to anyone unless it was necessary- Tom wasn't high on that "necessary" list, unless his 
performance "was shit". Tom cursed himself for all the times he wished Blackie would just leave him alone 
entirely- he wasn't anticipating the constant negative criticism out of Lawless, which only brought him down 
more than he brought himself just to keep the pressure to perform at his best. His bandmates were oblivious 
to the constant barrage of insults Blackie dished onto Tom about his guitar playing, his vocals, and his ‘ass 
Kissing friendliness to the fans" 


"What? They're here support me- us? Isn't that okay?" Tom said to Blackie, but he ignored his question and groaned 
before walking away. Tom's heart sunk, feeling entirely confused about how Blackie was, who Blackie was, what 
Blackie thought- who was the real man behind Blackie Lawless? 


Tom beat into his pillow as he wailed and cried, his knees curled up to his chest, his heart was nearly pounding 
out of his chest, his mind absolutely tortured by Blackie's warm hands and long fingers, feeling the digits grace 
the smooth flesh of his skin, his breath following closely and raising the fine hairs along his body. Tom was 


aroused, scared, confused, hypnotized... 


Blackie was good at everything he did Tom felt it was almost appropriate to worship him, but that may have been 
a bad move, so he didn't. But who wasn't going to say that Blackie Lawless wasnt almost God-lke? A Demi-god? 
The poisoned apple upon Gods green earth everyone wanted a bite of? 

Tom regretted snapping back at him the second time. "Fucking lay off me okay Blackie? Nobody needs your shit!" 
Backstage, Blackie grabbed him by the collar and slammed him against the wall, choking him. 


"Look here Keifer. | dont need YOUR shit. | don't need YOUR shit excuse for a band, and | don't need YOUR shit 


excuse of an existence. | will show you a fucking performance, | will show you how you will perform onstage, and I 


will teach you a few fucking things- and dont you dare ever say | never did you a fucking favor." 


‘Oh really? Well then fucking show me then! Show me the ways oh master of all things rock, for | am your humble 
servant!" He choked out at him before Blackie let him go and told him to be ready at 11:40. five minutes before 
Blackie performed "Tormentor" and the stage crew was given the directions on when fo bring Tom out as his 


prop". Tom never knew what to expect, but their relationship changed dramatically once the song began 
‘And by God if you fuck this up.. You will regret ever touching a guitar- ever." 


Tom shivered and sobbed the remainder of his tears into his pillow, remembering the scars and bruises, and 


knowing the scars are still there to remind him of Blackie's intense stare. 


"Blackie, please." He squeaked into the pillow. Tom groaned as he rolled over onto his back and sobbed a few 
more times, the hot tears falling down his face and dripping past his ears. Tom let out a long groan again and 
laid on his other side, crying his heart out, and at the same time trying not to because his chest burned and 
ached so much. Tom remembered Blackie whispering to him on the small bed on the tour bus, slipping his 
fingers into him, telling him how hot he is, asking him if he likes it, and asking him if he wants him to stop. 


Tom debated what he was getting himself into for the longest time. Blackie enticed him into thinking he wanted 
him since the first day, no matter how much he physically and verbally abused him. Tom should have punched 
him and left. Tom wanted to knee Blackie Lawless in the balls and leave him there crying, but knowing Blackie, 
he probably had no feeling there even if it was he last feeling he had since he was receptive to absolutely 
nothing. 


Tom felt his cock twitch as he remembered getting fucked by the man who drank pigs' blood on stage and 
nibbled on raw meat and threw it into the crowd. Blackie was only a few inches taller, and a few pounds 
heavier than him, but Tom felt incredibly small in his grasp. Tom felt like a tiny fly trapped in the Black 
Widow's web, wrapped in succulent silk, breathing in his last breath, heart speeding out of his chest, sweat 
beading off his skin while Blackie took everything he wanted. Blackie took his body, his soul, his adoration and 
hatred, his sight and his voice, all knowledge and instinct, everything was Blackie's for that moment, and it 
seemed like it was going to be that way for the rest of his life. Tom would rather be dead- or back in Blackie's 
arms. Tom would give up everything he had to be back there again on that bus, showing Blackie what he was 
made of, making himself feel worth it- worth Blackie's time. 


For the first time in Tom's life he felt accomplished. He was a rock star to many, a hero to thousands, and he 
was prey to Blackie Lawless. Blackie Lawless beat him down, but in the end it was worth it. Was it worth one 


night with The Crimson idol? 


Tom found himself slinking up against his headboard, wrapping his arms around his knees, breathing deeply, 
unable to cry anymore. This is how the last week has been, every single day. Once Tom found the motivation 
to move, he pulled out a cigarette and lit it up. He took a few drags off it and sighed, tapping it into his 
ashtray next to his bed. He heard a knock on his door and he groaned, slowly laying his legs over the bed. He 


heard the knock again and he groaned out "coming, just a sec". 


The person at his door banged on it a few more times and Tom yelled louder, "IM COMING WAIT A SEC". He 
stubbed his toe on his bedroom door and cussed out loud on the way to the hallway and to the front door. He 
looked through the peephole and screamed, slapping his hand to cover the peephole. Tom's heart was racing and 
his hands were unsteady, and he had to slide his back down against the door and sit on the floor and take a 
moment to breathe. He heard a voice outside say, "hello, is that you? Are you alright in there?" 


Tom swallowed thickly and closed his eyes. "Yeah, I'm fine, just.. stubbed my toe! Haha!" 


Tom took a few deep breaths and gathered his resolve and stood up and faced the door. He unlocked it and 
slowly turned the knob and opened the door. 


"Hey Tom.. | figured | would take a moment to see you." 

His mouth went dry and he lost his words when he opened his mouth. "Uh... Ah..." 

"Tom, | missed you. May | come in?" 

Tom swallowed again and slowly nodded. "Yeah Blackie." 

Blackie Lawless walked towards Tom and cupped his chin. "Just call me Steven from now on.. | think we're on 
more familiar terms than that now." Blackie leaned in and kissed Tom gently on his lips before walking past him 
into his house. 

Tom looked outside briefly and smiled to himself before closing the door. 

"Yeah... definitely familiar." He whispered. 

"By the way, you should cut that habit out, it doesn't look good on you." Blackie addressed. Tom took one more 
drag of his cigarette and discreetly put it out against his arm. He hissed softly before tossing the dead 


cigarette into the nearby small garbage can, and waved away the scent of burning skin 


"| guess | should start breaking my habits now, eh?" 


